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or two. The waves went on rushing by; neither
of the groups talked, but I noticed that from
time to time the young American cast somewhat
keen, though entirely courteous, looks of scrutiny
at my father and mother.

In a few minutes after I had begun to notice
these looks, he rose, with the sweetest quiet
smile I ever saw on any face (unless, perhaps, a
||||| !                           nun's, when she has some grave kindness to do),

crossed to our side of the cabin, and addressing
himself to my father, said, with a true expression
of great gladness, and of. frank trust that his joy
would be understood, that he knew who we
were, was most thankful to have met us, and
that he prayed permission to introduce his
mother and sisters to us.

The bright eyes, the melodious voice, the per-
fect manner, the simple, but acutely flattering,
words, won my father in an instant. The New
Englander sat down beside us, his mother and
sisters seeming at once also to change the
steamer's cabin into a reception room in their
own home. The rest of the time till we reached
Geneva passed too quickly; we arranged to
meet in a day or two again, at St. Martin's.

And thus I became possessed of my second
friend, after Dr. John Brown; and of my first
real tutor, Charles Eliot Norton.